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	1. Prologue: Of A World Made Wrong

Prologue: Of A World Made Wrong

"Valka!" Stoick shouted at the top of his lungs, dodging roof tiles and flaming pieces of wood. Through the clouds of embers he could just see her. Heat turned the air into rippling waves.

"Stoick!" She shouted back, both frightened and relieved. She was backed against the far wall, only a short distance from the door.

"Valka, run!" He yelled at her, as he leapt over a destroyed roof beam, forcing his way through a hole in the wall. Landing on the floor, he scanned for the clearest path, trying to get to his infant son. The huge dragon was between them, though, and staring at his wife with a frightening intensity. As he ran closer, he swung his sword and let out a war cry, trying to distract the beast from his love- and it worked. The monster swung to face him, and made a small leap closer, practically on top of the cradle! "Come on you!" He yelled. Heat made his palms slick, and his throat raw, but the enormous Viking barely noticed. His one-minded intensity matched that of the dragon's. He started to work the beast away from his family, feinting and backing up to get it to stalk him. He glanced back, aiming to get back out through the hole in the wall after Valka had escaped. As she neared the dragons tail, inching closer to her child, a small cry sounded from the smoking box that was the cradle. An enormous head turned to look at the smoke-stained structure. No! He had to get it away from Hiccup!

Truly frightened now, Stoick ran right at the huge lizard, bringing his sword down on the edge of its wing. It hissed, breathing a torus of fire into the ceiling, adding to the growing inferno. Deciding that it was finished with all this, the behemoth violently cast Stoick off, lifting its wings. It lashed its tail to clear room for takeoff, knocking Valka away from the cradle and out the door. With a leap it was gone- taking most of the ceiling with it. Stoick panted, forcing himself to stand up from the pile of burning wood slats as his eyes streamed.His legs wobbled slightly as he regained his footing from his short flight into the ashy wall. _*creeeeeak* _ Through the smoke-induced tears he stared in horror at the last remaining ceiling beam. He charged towards where the cradle was, and stopped dead. "Beard of Thor, where is it!?" He looked frantically around, only leaping away just in time as the beam fell, pinning his arm.

Outside, Valka was sobbing in horror. "Where are they!?" Gobber yelled, running up.

"Still inside!" she cried. Without a word, he charged through the door and into the smoke stained red with flames. He didn't think twice about risking life and his dwindling amount of limbs to save his best friend and chief.

Valka continued to cry from both fear and smoke as neither man returned. All the while, there were the raging sounds of battle, roaring dragons, and above it all, an even louder roaring of flames consuming freshly cut timber. As she listened to the creaks and cracks of deteriorating wood, her heart sank. The walls had started to fall. Moments later a lumpy form became visible through the smoke. Gobber was returning with Stoick leaning heavily on his shoulder as the final walls collapsed inward. "Whe- where's Hiccup? Where's my baby boy!?"

Stoick looked like he could be barely conscious, but what was left of his bushy eyebrows fell. "Gone."
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Chapter 1: Of Valka

_20 Years Later…_

"Eh, Stoick, things could be worse. At least she doesn't breathe fire." The messy-mustachioed Viking leaned back against a beam that was just behind his bench. He knew his friend was in no mood to be joked with, but he couldn't help but make one all the same.

Stock sighed, rubbing his temples as he sat on his throne. "I know, Gobber, but she's never here. She's always off searching for some blasted nest or other, sailing off the gods-forsaken corners of the map to find even a flock of dragons. It's not exactly like that's the life I wanted for us." Stoick absently ran his fingers through his tangled hair. These long absences weren't even the worst part. He sighed again, sounding like an ever-deflating sail. "It's not like I mind her fighting the beasts. Ever since your lessons, I know she can handle them. Eh, she's even more skilled than some of the men!" This truth was something that was hardly ever spoken about, unless to tease or enrage a fellow Viking. It was the quickest way to get under someone's skin- 'Hey, even the dragon-lover fights better than you!' -and hardly easy to amend.

"You knew she was a stubborn girl going into this. It's one of the things you always liked about her- headstrong enough to match even you!" Gobber chuckled, thinking of some of the shouting matches and shenanigans there had been when they were all youngsters. "When you were the one hiding sheep, she couldn't be outdone and would be found painting the shields with flowers!" Those two had always been the leaders of the pack, and so them marrying had been one prediction they hadn't needed Gothi to toss the bones for. Everyone had seen it coming. The chief gave a sad half-smile at the memory.

"I know that, but I want her _here_, Gobber! I want her where I can see her, and sing to her; where I can hold her close, and tell her things will be alright… because I love her, and I would do anything for her…" The great chief's voice ended with a hoarse whisper. His life-long friend could just see a small sparkle under the edge of his helm. He didn't say a word; vikings were tough, and they never cried. He wouldn't be one to contradict this statement by telling others their mighty and fearless chief was weeping.

Stoick lamented thoughts of the past. The initial change had been almost instant- like flipping a switch. She had stopped telling people to spare the beasts. She stayed away, watching from inside the forge, where she helped Gobber to sharpen the blades. She became more withdrawn. Other women would been seen whispering about it- the worst case of baby blues they had ever seen, they would say. But of course none blamed her. She had lost her child entirely. She moped about, trying to reconcile a reason for why he would get taken. She still insisted on trying to see the dragons as inherently good. But as time moved on without another trace of the four-winged creature, or her son, her hope turned to doubt. She saw the destruction that the raids were reaping. The funerals, the thin, dirty children, the shattered homes. Homes that now included her own, as well as her heart. Her viewpoint changed to despair. But a Viking doesn't live long in the world when powered by tears. She finally picked herself up, her resolve smelted into something tougher, more unyielding. Heated and forged by the fire of dragons, her temperament became one of hate. A deep, smoldering resolve to protect her family at all cost against those that had harmed her so deeply.

After that first week, she had started training combat with Gobber, trying to fill the empty void left from no longer caring for a little one. Two years later- at this point, she once again was a mother- this time to a daughter she named Snorri. Stoick had hoped that this would brighten his anger-bent wife, but it had the opposite effect. Every time she saw the young child, she saw Hiccup being carried off. She saw the fear of losing another of her children to the beasts. And so, on this fear the flames of her vengeance burned, shining in her hotter than any nightmare's fire. His beloved Valka had gone from trying to save dragons to vehemently opposing them. As Snorri grew older, and Valka grew in skill and strength, so did her resolve. She had originally been content to wreak her hatred on the dragons that came in the raids. With each wave, a small flock would fall around her. With each swing of her sword, she saw one less threat to her daughter. But as Snorri grew, and was less reliant on her mother, Valka decided it wasn't enough. The flames of her vengeance needed more fuel- the blood of the dragon who stole her Hiccup. She first started going on the sailing parties to find the nest near Helheim's Gate when Snorri was six. When those proved unsuccessful, she moved on, taking long voyages of her own to try and discover another nest. Each time she returned, frustrated by the lack of evidence of the four-winged dragon. Slowly, she was being consumed with the need to destroy the dragon that had destroyed her son, leaving her husband and daughter farther behind her.

Then there was the fighting. As she grew more distant, both physically and emotionally, her family struggled to close the gap. This caused many fights among the two parents. Vikings are a naturally rowdy lot, so fighting is far from uncommon, but this was of a different caliber. Both would end up thoroughly frustrated, and at odds with their spouse, convinced their path was the right one, and the _only_ right one.

With a slow shake of his mane-like beard, the great viking finally sat up straight again. He would put last night's fight behind him, just as he had the other hundred. It wasn't worth it. The time that she was here, he would always treasure before she disappeared for another month. Even when she yelled in his face, and slayed dragons without batting an eye, and left for indefinite amounts of time, he would always put it all behind him. She would always be as beautiful to him as the day she had first agreed to be his wife. She would always be his beloved Val. And he would never change that view.

Without warning, Snotlout's face peered around the door to the Great Hall. "Good evening, Chief, Sir." He nodded respectfully to each.

"Is something the matter Snotlout?" Gobber asked, his eyebrows knitting as he tried to think of the possibilities.

He shook his head. "No sir, other than Fishlegs is asking for more iron for his dragon-bows." Gobber sighed.

"Oi, that boy and his inventions. Head on back to the forge, and tell him I'll get to him in a few minutes." Snotlout nodded, and walked off.

"You know, you done right by that boy, Gobber. I know you really weren't thinking that he would be a good apprentice originally, but I think that he's proven himself."

"Aye. He was so cocky. But days on end working with sharp blades and molten steel, pumping the bellows in the heat really put the humility into him."

Stoick laughed. "And here I thought it was just that he was able to get away from Spitelout all the time!"

"Oh, ha ha. Very funny. I need to go talk to Fishlegs." Gobber drained the dregs of his mug with a final gulp, and hobbled out. Alone, Stoick's fingers absently brushed over his scars as he thought. Up, down, up down they went, over the large, uneven, white patches that covered his left arm. That day had affected him in more ways than one. While Valka had grown bitter, he had grown more thoughtful. Spitelout often jeered that his patience was cowardice. Everyone else retorted that Spitelout only said this because he was afraid that Stoick was trying to steal his son. Spitelout's words did carry a small air of truth, though. The only thing that he needed to amend was that it was Snorri, and not Stoick, who was trying to steal Snotlout. Stoick wouldn't be surprised if Snotlout became chief. He had spoken the truth to Gobber- Snotlout had become quite the respectable young man. And if Snorri had her way, then Snotlout would become his son-in-law, and heir to Berk.
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Chapter 2: Of Snotlout

Chatting merrily with a few passersby, Snotlout's form could be dimly viewed from his position inside the forge. There was hardly a time that you _couldn't_ find him there. Being of a stockier build, hefting heavy metal and building tools for death suited him. And it clearly showed. Sometimes when he was building a particularly intricate piece of weaponry, people would stop to watch. This large, brawny boy would become light and lithe, almost appearing to dance through the forge. Turn, dip, pump, hammer. His hands would shape a molten lump into an axehead, or maybe a deadly mace, or an engraved spearhead. His movements were smooth; confident from endless hours working under Gobber's tutelage.

At this point, though, there was no crowd. There were no dancing movements. There was simply the figure hunched over the forge. The dull red glow contrasted against his dark silhouette. He was stirring up the coals, spreading out the heat to evenly warm the iron rods within. Turning away, he bent back over the anvil. You could just see the bright gleam of iron in his hands.

The whine of a whetstone grinding the edge filled the air, matching the dark look on the holder's face. With the reflection of the fire, it almost seemed like the metal was screaming in pain, being tortured into the shape the Viking desired. Snotlout was not an overly deep thinker. He did feel, and if forced, he could voice those feelings, but overall he was not one to ponder them. He rode them, like the Viking warships rode the storms at sea. Like the rocks resisted the battering of waves. Like the people beleaguered the many attempts of dragons to rid them of their lives. With a final loud _screech!_ the tip snapped off the spearhead, leaving two broken pieces in his hands. The slight shock seemed to rouse him, and he unclenched his tight muscles. With a feeling of disgust, he tossed the pieces back into the coals, to join the other bits of iron. If he had happened to be of a philosophical turn of mind, he might have realized how much this spearhead was like him.

If he had wanted to, he could have seen the connections. Snotlout was not a dumb Viking. In fact, he was quite smart. For deep down he knew that if he delved any great depth into his emotions, then he would not be able to control the beast that would be summoned. And that would only bring more hardship onto him; more trouble he didn't ask for. He grumpily reached for the fire prod, about to angrily shove the ruined spear into the back of the forge. A large hand wrapped over his, gently removing the prod. Snotlout didn't fight the hand. He just went limp, looking away so he didn't have to meet his mentor's eyes.

Gobber surveyed the piece of steel that was starting to glow with a deep red light. "Ya' know, lad, I always told ya' metal had a bit o' its own mind to it." His apprentice stayed silent, watching his mentor expressionlessly. Gobber continued on, letting his charge sink onto the counter that made up the front of the forge. "Each piece is different. It is the smith's job to work with what he's got to create just the right object- whether a helmet, a shield rim- or a spear." He cocked his eyebrow, but received still no reaction. Snotlout was on that dangerous verge between riding the emotions and drowning in them. With his tongs, the old viking fished the two pieces of the spear out of the fire. "Now these, they were a beautiful spear on the outside- but look closer." He held it out. The intricate pattern carved onto the blade stood in sharp relief. "What do you see, lad?" He prompted.

"A screw-up. Too much emotion." Snotlout snorted, turning away again.

The old smith nodded. "Aye. I see that the carver was a little heavy-handed. A little overbearing." He turned the pieces, so that instead of seeing the flat spine of the blade, Snotlout could see the place where the tip broke off. "But looky there. Now what do ya' see?"

The younger viking looked up, first warily into the smith's eyes, and then at the spear. He voice came slowly. "I- I see an imperfection. The metal has a spot with too much ash. It was.. weak." He looked up at his mentor, then down to the floor. He gave a quick exhale, which though it contained no words, spoke volumes of self-loathing.

"Aye, lad. But you know what? That just means that it was never meant to be this spear. Even if it hadn't broken when you were workin' on it, it would have broke as soon as it was tested. It was better meant to be somethin' else." He looked at his still-silent charge, then back to the iron, turning it over and looking at it from various angles. "Yesss" It was a long, drawn out word. "I think that with a small tweak.." Gobber started hammering and folding, sculpting the metal with dextrous fingers and hand-tools. After a few more minutes of changing it, he plunged the still-glowing metal into a bucket of water. A billow of steam filled the hut. Gobber stepped forward, presenting the old spear to his apprentice for appraisal.

"Tongs." Snotlout's voice was flat, not betraying any of his thoughts. Indeed, the thin blade had been stretched and folded, so that it now was a thick, sturdy pair of smith's tongs.

"Aye. This be much better. It was a poor spear, but an excellent pair of tongs. And while they may not be destined for glory, they will still change the world, one sword at a time." He turned around, stoking up the fire to increase the light. Facing Snotlout again, he handed them to the boy. "See- even though they now be the proper shape, they still be changed by their time as a spear." And the old smith was right. All of the intricate carvings had been stretched and folded right along with the metal, causing the tongs to have strange dark and light streaks throughout.

A low growl built in the boy's throat, and his hand clamped tight over the tongs. "Except that he won't accept this! I need glory, I need to be the best!" He leapt up, his face twisted in anger. He walked right up to Gobber, waving a finger in his face. "And you know what, I'm not taking it anymore! I'm going to go tell that old bear that he can't make a pair of tongs be a spear!" He waved the tongs for emphasis.

"You do that, Snotlout." Gobber turned, checking on the iron rods that were still in the fire.

"You bet I will!" and he stalked out.

"Eh, where are you really going, boy?" Gobber called as he disappeared out the door.

"To Snorri's!" could faintly be heard as a reply. Gobber rolled his eyes, cleaning up the rest of his apprentice's tools. Snotlout's outbursts were common, and he threatened almost twice a week that he was finally going to stand up to his father, Spitelout. It had yet to happen.

"Snotlout!" Snorri's voice was even louder than the person whose name she'd just shouted. "You really need to actually do it! Stand up to him!" Her eyes were full of force.

"I am!" Snotlout stressed back trying to appease her.

"No, you're not. You say it all the time, and yet never do. Just take a few ounces of that strength of yours, and use it to tell him that he can't treat you like that!" He glared good-naturedly at her. They often went back and forth like this. Actually, she was probably the only one who talked like this to Snotlout that he would accept to listen to. If his father were to yell at him like this- yikes. Her intensity probably also had something to do with her knowledge of him- and his past. Everyone knew that Spitelout had always been tough on his son, but few knew to what extent. Snorri and Gobber were a few who did know.

Spitelout had always driven Snotlout to the brink, telling him that he had to be the best at everything. That he couldn't fail. In essence, that he had to be perfect. Without weakness. But, like the pair of tongs that he now sat gazing at, he wasn't. He couldn't be perfect all the time. And his father punished him sorely for it. It hadn't been as bad once Gobber had recruited him as an apprentice. He spent every waking moment in the forge, his new-found safe-haven. But his father always found something to punish him for- even if it was just the fact that he wasn't moving fast enough. He glared into space, thinking of his father's condescending tones and heavy leather belt.

"Hey!" Snorri exclaimed, snapping her fingers in his face. "Are you alright?" He shook his head, coming back into reality.

"Yes. Fine." He replied. But really, descending slightly into that deep, dangerous morass of emotions that he always avoided, he knew he wasn't fine. He gazed at the tongs riddled with scar-like streaks from the runes, and he knew he probably never would be.

* * *

><p><strong>^^ Hey all you readers out there! So, I finally present another chapter of Spheres of Influence. :) I am starting to get used to this site more, and as you can see I have finally figured out how to be able to have some separate author's notes. So, while I will not be putting them in every chapter, keep a look out for them! ;) The suspense drags oooonnnn... XD When will we finally see feral Hiccup? The world may never know! (Just kidding, he'll be out there soon.)<strong>
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Chapter 3: of Fishlegs

"...and I added this coating of oil into the wood, so it is even more pliable. It loosened the frame up without reducing strength, so It can shoot almost 50% further without shortening the lifespan! All I need now is some of the frame pieces and a new trigger to handle the extra strain..." As always, Fishlegs was exuberantly chattering away about whatever discovery or invention he was currently interested in. At the moment, it was the new design for his dragon-bow. He had always been intensely curious, and over the course of many years of curiosity, combined with mostly being ignored by the other Viking children, had led him to doing things on his own. He had taken to trying things to see what he could make happen. To see what he could cause and bring into being. And thus, the inventing. Originally, it was small, useless things. But as he grew, so had his experiments. Fishlegs was undoubtedly one of the smartest and most knowledgeable Vikings around, but he was also a pacifistic geek. Most just left him be, shaking their heads when he would so energetically try to explain something they had no knowledge of or interest in knowing.

Which was what Gobber was doing while working the forge. Fishlegs continued to jabber away like a sparrow, saying all of his findings on trajectory, aiming, calibration, and other large words that Gobber barely had any concept of. Fishlegs was barely pausing to breathe, other than when he was giving specific directions on the shaping of the metal Gobber was forging. "Alright, I think that shoul' do ya, lad." Gobber finally handed the specific pieces over, and watched as he trotted off into town.

"Thanks, Gobber!" The boy called over his shoulder, turning around the corner and off towards his lab. The old smith just shook his head, happy the boy was at least content with himself. _Unlike Snotlout._ He thought sourly. He really worried about that boy. But he couldn't always be protecting him. He was a young man now, and he had to chart his own course. He turned back to the fire, cleaning up for the day.

Fishlegs whistled merrily as he walked up towards his favorite place in the village- his laboratory. Originally, he had done his experiments anywhere that suited him- the forge, an open field, his house- but it was quickly proven to be a poor and unpopular idea. The townsfolk had banded together, pestering Stoick until he had allowed them to build him his own space; a space away from them. So now Fishlegs had his own private compound at the top of the village. It had taken quite a few months of hard work, but the villagers did so with all the speed of Sleipnir. They would have done nearly anything to keep from having rocks shot through their windows or gas explosions rocking the foundations of their homes. As it came into view at the top of the hill, his pace quickened. The thick, sturdy walls of the sprawling building were a dark grey stone. A caged-in area similar to the dragon arena rested immediately against the back wall. A small shack sat off to the side of the two.

He leaned the pieces against the front wall of the lab so he could use both hands to open the heavy bolt. He gave the door a push, and took the pieces inside, setting them on one of his many work tables. With all of the myriad of projects, you could expect the lab to be a mess. Only it was spotlessly clean. Lamps hung from all available beams, combining with light from a sky light to illuminate the room with a bright light. Tables and bookshelves covered all the walls, and several more were lined through the center of the room. Each work table had its own separate project, and quite a few had open books, or possibly a small stack of scrolls. Scientific journals sat labeled with the strange properties of the objects near them.

But Fishlegs ignored all of the strange stones, lumps of glass, and bits of sketches. He was focused intently on a single workbench that had several pieces of beautiful curved wood, a thick cord, and now some metal pieces. His large fingers started to sculpt the pieces into a singular entity, surprisingly delicate and gentle for such meaty hands. He would glance at several drawings and designs every once in a while. After shadows started to creep down the walls, he finally finished his work. He hefted the invention on his shoulder, pleased as he walked out the back door into the arena. set up was a target, as well as a thick base for the large crossbow he was carrying- the _first_ crossbow. Though if you went by his numerous failed attempts, this was the eighth in line. He set it on the base, and slid a bolt into place to hold it there. Then he walked over to the shack, whose door was set into the wall of the arena. He pulled out a weighted rope that was a common weapon for catching dragons. He locked it into place, and stood behind, lining it up on the target. _Three breaths. One. Two.. Three! _ The trigger _twanged_ as the projectile shot forward, slicing the hay and burlap in half. "Yes! It worked!" He was elated, and quickly was pleased to learn that it fired rocks, mace heads, and short, thick spears as well. He was about to pack it up, when he heard the shouts. Dragon raid! He grabbed his sack of assorted projectiles, and hefted the dragon-bow off the base and onto his shoulder. He jogged towards the chaos of town.

When he finally gained the town square, he kneeled down, preparing to shoot down as many dragons as he could. He wouldn't fight any of them directly, but would happily shoot them down for the others to handle. He fired again and again, missing all the quickly moving targets. But he was getting closer. He memorized patterns, quickly learning with each shot how to do the next one better. Until one came that connected. A sharp-spined mace-head hit a dragon squarely in the wing, shredding the material and stunning the creature. It spun out of control, falling out of the dark night sky and onto the thatched roof of a storage shed.

Instantly he was congratulated by any that had seen the shot. They started to surround it, listening to its shrieks of rage and pain. But.. They seemed a little off. Not quite the nadder he thought he had shot. As it struggled to its feet, it folded the decimated wings away, leaping about on all fours, and then onto the hind two, hunching over and growling deep in its throat. It seemed equally able to use either four legs or just the two, as it switched back and forth as it looked for a way out of the circle. The chief showed up just in time to see it make a leap at the closest Viking, who knocked it back with their shield. "Just what is it?" He asked, watching the strange creature. The chief turned to Fishlegs, who was most likely to know. He simply shrugged as he was for once at a loss. "Well then, better let me deal with it." The Vikings parted, letting their leader through to battle the smaller dragon. Though size meant nothing of deadliness, as most any dragon could be deadly. Especially an unknown one. He hefted his favorite hammer, wary of this unknown, but determined not to let it hurt anyone. "Come on, beast, let's finish this." The dragon snarled at the intrusion on its shrinking space. No fire yet, at least. The chief advanced, causing it to spring and unsheathed a set of large, sharp claws to slash at his exposed abdomen. He blocked just in time. And they went back and forth, the dragon trying to bite and claw the Viking towering over it, while the said man tried to make a connection with the weapon. But neither could touch the other. One was fast; the other strong. But they both tired, and the dragon saw its chance on the aging chief. It leapt, knocking him over as it went for a swipe to the face. He brought his hammer up, blocking, and attempting to knock the claws aside. He gave a quick swipe- but he missed, glancing off the back of the head near the horns. After a seemingly deafening ripping noise, the horns went flying into the crowd. The beast snarling on his chest was now more terrifying than ever. It was a man.
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Chapter 4: Of Hiccup

_Search. Search need find. _ Dragon thoughts are not like Viking thoughts. They are direct. Focused. They don't need superfluous emotions or words, like wisps of steam rising off of a lake in late fall. And this dragon's thoughts were zeroed in on one thing: finding its missing flockmate. He had been flying for days, following a track that had gone cold long ago. But on it flew. With each wing-beat it traveled further from its nest, but closer, it was sure, to its missing friend. Darkness was starting to fall as land came into sight. But this land was lit like the volcanoes of Lava-lout. Torches and towers blazed through the night, making the land glow. _Bad nervous fight no want bad_. It whined to itself, keeping high up in the air and further up the mountain. It wasn't looking to get into any trouble with this group. He had learned from previous encounters with pfikingr. But something was drawing it. The movement wasn't just of the pfikingr swarming out of their nests, but of _drkkns_. He slowly let himself drift closer to the village, watching the growing battle. _Fight!_ He growled _Angry pfikingr hurt bad hurt drkkns! _This was hardly a new concept to the dragon, but seeing it on such a scale, and right in front of him, was enough to make any dragon want to breathe flames.

But he didn't listen to the urge. He stayed silent, watching the carnage for any sign of his flockmate. Maybe they were trapped here? In this land of _bad hurt fight_ pfikingr? Or maybe one of the _here flock nest _would know; would have seen them. They all were moving fast, gathering any food they could lay claws on, and fighting any pfikingr that tried to dispute their claim. He quickly tailed a spike-cousin, calling out _Here! Need know!_ in a loud chirp. But the drkkn didn't stop. The boulder-cousins were much slower, and he managed to fly alongside one with a mouthful of fish. He warbled out a greeting of _Fly well from-far king-nest-home search know you know?_ The boulder-cousin growled slightly, but rumbled back _no see no see need food LEAVE. _The last thought was a very strong growl. The dragon wasn't surprised. This was not only their hunting territory, but also a dangerous one. They wouldn't want a from-far dragon intruding. So he peeled off, turning to fly back up the mountain.

He let out a roar, turning to see his right wing with a huge hole in it, and feeling himself catapulting towards the ground. He turned, trying to at least control the fall, but it was in vain. He slammed into the top of one of the pfikingr nests, growling and roaring threats of _angry kill no fly kill pain angry Angry!_ His eyes were slits, and his jaws parted to show his fangs. He rolled to his paws, using his front pair to aid in folding the decimated and useless wing. Once safely tucked away, he leapt to the ground, quickly becoming cornered against the side of the nest. _no come no close Fight Fight Angry Revenge!_ He continued to screech at them, warning them of the consequences. He paced around, looking for a way to escape without a major fight. He knew he was stronger than the pfikingr, but why let himself be hurt more? He needed to _go search look find_.

A large, shaggy pfikingr entered his space. _Challenge fight me win. _He growled. But the pfikingr took no heed, and they fought back and forth. When the large, tired one started to slow, the younger dragon took its chance, pinning it. But he was surprised when it managed to hit his horns. He felt and heard them tear off with an audible rip, and growled in unpleasant surprise. _No weak fight good strong._ He persisted. But that slight hesitation was enough. He was suddenly lifted into the air by another pfikingr with _metal claw paw_, who was holding him just under his wings. _Go me leave go search no fight! Me fight win! _He voiced his conflicted instincts, half-growling and half-whining. He attempted to turn and slash at the captor, but he couldn't reach any soft-skin, only metal-wood-hard. He growled _frustrated frustrated trapped no good_ under his breath. The shaggy pfikingr stood up, staring intently at him as it spoke in pfikingr to the one holding him. He bared his fangs all the more, daring it to come at him again. Instead, it made a motion, and the captor released him, causing him to fall to an ungraceful landing on the ground. He let out a small, surprised yelp. He glared at the pfikingr, staying silent as he tried to sense the trap it was spinning.

"Can you speak?" The pfikingr sounds meant nothing to the drkkn, but they were obviously important. "Who are you?" The large pfikingr was very firm, and stern, but not angry. The drkkn took a step backwards to leave some space between them. The red fur ruffled as it frowned, then spoke again. "I am Stoick." It spoke, laying its paw on its fur. "Stoick. Sto-ick." It repeated this sound, patting its fur as it slowed it down each time. The drkkn cocked its head. It wiggled its jaw forward and back a few times as it moved air deep in its throat.

"_Hrrrrrrr_" It wasn't quite a growl. Closer to a purr. He sat up slightly, folding one of his front paws up to his chest. He made a click noise in the back of his mouth. "_Phuh._" His mouth moved like a dragon spitting fire, only a sound came out instead of flames. He repeated, just as the pfikingr had. "_Hrrr_-click-_phuh_. _Hrr_click_phuh_."

All around look stunned, and a smug expression plastered itself across the drkkn's face. "Hiccup." He just barely heard the word under the pfikingr's breath before all chaos broke loose. Everyone started trying to grab him at once, and he started leaping and dodging as best he could. He whistled in alarm to any drkkn listening in the vain hope of some help, though none came. _ find out out go THERE! _His dull whine turned to a shriek as he saw an opening between two approaching pfikingr. He darted between them, his four legs pumping to take him to full speed. He raced through the burning village, some chasing him, others darting away as he approached. He could see the hill crest in the distance. He hummed _trees safe good go._ As he approached the forest, thinking of how he could hide. Suddenly, another pfikingr sprung from nowhere. Instinctively, he darted away to the right and towards the scent of more trees. He passed between more stone nests, seeing the plants in front of him. A *Slam!* sounded behind him, but he whistled _missed! _merrily, thinking that he had finally gotten away. He rocketed between trees and brush, before slamming horns-first into a thick wall. The impact stunned and alarmed him.

_no why how where what?_ He questioned, shaking his head to clear it of night-suns. _where now trees good nest bad nest trees where? _ He continued to piece together thoughts, looking around him. He padded slowly up to the wall this time, rubbing his cheek along the cool stone. It was a curving room, and he walked with his right side brushing the wall as he slowly followed it. Before long, he encountered a thick wooden door with a glass window in it. He reared up, but it just led to more pfikingr nest, and so he continued looking. After quite a while, he encountered another door, the one he had run through blindly the first time. He leaned his shoulder on it, leaning his weight onto it. _no move no out stuck trap_. he sighed. After a short while more of pacing, he had circled back around to the first door. With a weary sigh, he trotted to a small patch of grass under a tree, and plopped down, curling up to nap.

When he next woke, it was to the excited sounds of pfikingr chattering. _here trap fight nervous._ His hackles rose on the back of his neck at the feeling of being truly trapped by the pfikingr. He looked about for anywhere more defensible, noticing that the top of the nest-room he was in was clear like the clearest ice. _curious see sun sky no out see sky._ He puzzled over the conundrum, but quickly turned towards the first door when the chattering got louder. He slunk back into a large patch of ferns, only his eyes visible.

"See sir, he's in there! After he went running off, he tried to get to the woods. And Snorri happened to be coming to the lab, and startled him into running through the open door. She slammed it shut behind him and bolted it, so now we have him and can study him." _Hrr_click_phuh _whined slightly. That pfikingr voice wasn't angry, but the pitch it was reaching was _hurt ears bee fly bug itch_. The other pfikingr looked through the clear-ice-through in the door, and he shrunk even further back. _bad trick no happy angry. _He grumbled quietly to himself. _Escape go search go find. _ He promised.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Note<strong>: A big thank you to Le'letha for giving me permission to use your dragonish language. :) All credit for it goes to you and your story _Nightfall_. It's a great story, so everyone go check it out! I had started writing this story, but became stumped by how I wanted to introduce language in dragons. About this time I was introduced to _Nightfall_, which I fell in love with. So, it is my inspiration for the language, as approved by the author. :D Thanks Le'letha!
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"So, do you think he really believes that he is a dragon?" Snorri normally didn't overly care what Fishlegs was researching, as long as it didn't affect her directly. She would go through her day of training and junior chiefing duties while happily leaving the large boy to his own devices. This was different. A new dragon would have been enough to interest her into taking a peak. A _human_ dragon enticed her enough to _want _ to spend the day helping Fishlegs attempting to study it. And besides, as heir of Berk, it was her duty to study any potential threats. So, there.

"So far, there are no signs to the contrary. I've been studying his behavior closely since you locked him in, and everything he does makes you think he is actually a dragon. He moves on all fours with that swaying gait. And his head- he moves it and tilts it just like a dragon, often moving his jaw around or-"

"Alright, I get it. He really does think he's a dragon." She was slightly sorry to be so blunt, but if she let him, he would chatter on for hours about all the subtle movements of his eyebrows. Or something else that would apparently mean something super significant to Fishlegs, but nothing to her. "So then, I guess the better question is how he got here, and who he is."

"Well, the chief sai-"

Snorri's arm flew out in front of Fishlegs, stopping him. "I know what Dad thinks." Her eyes were practically burning into his, obviously showing what she thought of her father's sentimental opinion. With a final harsh look, she dropped her arm and started walking again, leaving him hobbling a little bit in his attempt to catch up with his heavy woven basket. To show that he was forgiven, she held open the door to his lab when they reached it.

"So, uh, we're going to have to be careful doing this. This is essentially a dragon in the greenhouse, and we'll have to treat him as such. He would probably attack me, and I don't know the attributes of his specific species." Fishlegs laughed nervously at his little joke. "So, uh. Let's do this, I guess." He rolled his shoulders, and dry gulped, betraying his anxiety at facing an "unknown dragon". But as Snorri walked through the room towards the greenhouse door, his eyes hardened with resolve. No amount of danger would keep him from discovering the unknown; no threat could stop him from satiating his curiosity. She slowly and surely opened the door to the greenhouse, and he slipped inside with his basket. As soon as he was through the frame, she quickly shut it behind him, bolting it shut to prevent an escape. Fishlegs gulped, but he took another few steps forward until he had reached a clear spot further in.

He set the basket on the floor, and kneeled down cautiously to start pulling out fish, bread, eggs, and other types of food. Finally, he set a canteen of water next to them. There was a small rain-fed water trough that he normally used to fill up his watering can, but he was curious what the dragon-man would think of the object. He continued to scan around him as he set the objects out, fully conscious that he was probably being watched right now, and knowing he may have to defend himself. He slowly stood up, taking the basket and backing towards the door where Snorri waited.

Once out with the door locked, Fishlegs felt relieved. Now he could simply watch through the window what the dragon-boy would do.

Inside,_ Hrr_click_phuh _had been watching closely as the _big-yak-fur pfikingr_ had brought strange things into his territory. It may have once been _pfikingr_ territory, but it was his now. If they were going to trap a _drkkn_, then they should expect no less. The _big-yak-fur pfikingr_ had not had any_ sharp hard metal pain fight_, and his body had read of _fear nervous_ and not _angry hostile_ so the _drkkn _knew that they both understood that this was now HIS territory. He let him go without a confrontation, but he watched for a long time, waiting to see if any of the things would reveal their traps. None did, so he slowly approached. He saw _fssssh_ mixed in, and his stomach was yelling _empty hungry_ growls at him. So he leaped in, gulped one down, and then dove back into the bushes.

Fishlegs sighed, disappointed at the lack of interest in other objects. He rubbed his neck, turning to Snorri. "Well, it looks like it's going to be a long day."

And it was going to get longer. It was about midday when Snotlout stormed into the lab, a bedroll tucked under one arm and a small sack tossed over the other. He startled slightly when he saw Snorri as well as Fishlegs in the room, but his dark demeanor remained in place as he stomped towards the door to the greenhouse.

"Wait, Snotlout, not in there!" Fishlegs rapidly held out his hand before the other boy could open the door.

His voice came out in a low growl. "Why not? I thought you said I could stay here?"

"Um, yes, I did. But, uh, the thing is, um, that-"

Snorri rolled her eyes at Fishlegs, who was embarrassedly rubbing the back of his neck. "There's a dragon in there." She said matter-of-factly, crossing her arms.

"A dragon." He repeated sarcastically, looking unconvinced. Immediately a loud roar sounded from inside the greenhouse, an irate face plastering itself in a snarl against the glass window in the door. Snotlout jumped slightly, and you could see a slight grin in those animalistic green eyes before their owner turned to continue pacing the area inside. "So I see."

His hard eyes stayed on the _drkkn_ too long, and he growled again. This_ pfikingr_'s body read of dominance, and _anger fight dark vengeance_. _Hrr_click_phuh_ would readily confront him if he tried to enter HIS territory. "Um, Snotlout, uh, why don't you just come this way instead- I've got another room you can bunk in…" His voice trailed off as he tried to gently guide the viking towards another of the numerous doors, but the viking's head continued to point to the door to the greenhouse. "I've got lots of rooms; its not a probl-" Snotlout snapped his eyes to him.

"Yeah, because you gave my room to the chief's son!" He roared. At this, Snorri stormed over, sticking her finger in his face.

"Now don't you say it! He is no more family than a night fury is!"

"Oh, so you saying that you aren't the least bit convinced that the chief could be right!"

"No! That's not the what I'm saying!"

Instantly the shouting escalated to a full on top-of-the-lungs affair, punctuated with aggravated dragon roars and Fishlegs' squeaks and whines as he tried to calm everyone and break it up without a fight.

"You're just saying that because if he is the chief's son you'll lose your place as heir!"

"NO! IT'S BECAUSE THAT THING CAN'T POSSIBLY BE THE OLDER BROTHER I LOST!" Snorri ran out, running full tilt down the hill and towards her home. For one of the few times in his life, Fishlegs looked dead serious.

"Come on you. Let's go get you in the bunk room." He practically pushed Snotlout through the door and into the small room. Once inside, the taller viking pushed Snotlout down onto the bunk, who responded by jumping back up with yet another scowl. "Now, I don't want to hear it. I said you could stay here. I promised not to tell Snorri. But that does_ not _give you the right to go starting fights in my lab, and messing with Snorri's already broiling emotional state!"

Snotlout was obviously still seething from the fight, his voice short and snappy. "Broiling emotional state?! What has she got to worry about!? I just got kicked out of my home; my family!" He was swinging his arms wildly to make his point, turning to pacing like the dragon had earlier.

Fishlegs' voice was starting to lose its patience, growing grouchy and frustrated. The energy was getting to him as well, and he was unconsciously using his arms and hands as he spoke. "She's feeling as upset and jostled as you are right now, and if you would calm down and_ think_ for once in your life, you would realize how the _girl you love_ feels, and how you just responded. _Yes_, you just went through something no doubt harsh and terrible, but_ so is she_. And not only did you _not_ comfort or reassure her that her life is stable in this shook up world, but you just sent her _running away_ and _crying!_" Fishlegs threw his arms down, his fingers uncurling from the tight fists he had formed. "Do you even care?! Do you!?"

"OF COURSE!" He yelled, his hands mirroring Fishlegs, with both unknowingly drawing closer into fighting stances.

"Then why did you let yourself be drawn into the emotions!? WHY, WHEN YOU DON'T EVEN CARE FOR YOUR FATHER!?" Both stopped yelling, panting as they glared at each other, nose to nose. Fishlegs took a step back, going to leave Snotlout alone with his thoughts. But Snotlout sat onto the bed with a sigh.

"Because now I have nothing." He sat quietly, looking at the floor, taking a few deeper breaths. "I have no family. I have no possessions other than these clothes. I have no home. I-" he took a clipped breath. "I have no name; no clan." Fishlegs walked over and sat next to him. "I finally did what we both said I should. I stood up to him." He sat silently. "I said that he couldn't force me anymore. And now…. now I have nothing. I am a disowned viking. … A disowned viking with nothing to offer the daughter of a chief." He looked over at his friend. "So, now that you know what's eating me, what's eating her?"

Fishlegs took a deep breath, letting it out slowly. "She grew up her whole life with her mother telling her of the brother she lost. Her mother is the way she is because she lost her first child. And growing up that way wasn't easy on her. She wished so deeply that he hadn't been taken, and that her family could be whole- her mother happy again. And now, well now he _does_ show up- or so a few wish to believe- and he is far from the peace-bringing older brother she wished for. If anything, this could tear her family further apart. Valka hates dragons now- what do you think she'll do when she learns the son she lost is now one?" Snotlout didn't say anything other than a thoughtful "hmmm" as he stared at the floor. "And so, she feels it so hard that she needs to either help him, or prove he's not her brother. She's conflicted. She doesn't know what to believe, or even what she _wants_ to believe." Fishlegs saw how Snotlout was drawing deeper into himself as he calmed down- all that anger had sucked the energy out of him. "You can stay here as long as you need. Just don't touch the dragon." Snotlout nodded vaguely. "Oh- and Snotlout." Fishlegs gave one last look around the door as he left. "You do have one thing- you have freedom."
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Astrid was fuming. She was now one more step back. All her life she had worked to be the best Viking she could be, was praised on her strength and ferocity. She followed orders, aced all her tests, killed passels of dragons, and was a master strategist. She was constantly pushing to be the best, and was undeniably so. She was the perfect future leader of the tribe. ...But then there was Snorri. Snorri was the true heir. And Astrid was blocked from her greatest desire. But Astrid knew that _she_ was supposed to be the true leader one day. All of her training and work could not have been for nothing. It had become a secret obsession of hers.

She would never do anything outright that would hurt Snorri. She was still the chief's daughter after all, but she always waited patiently, looking for her opportunities. And now she was growling a growl that would make a gronckle jealous. She had fallen one more step back... Because now there were _two_ heirs in line to lead Berk. ...or were there? Astrid stopped pacing in front of her bed. _If I can prove that this_ thing _isn't really related to the chief, then I am no further back than before._ Her resolve set. She would go "help" Fishlegs study this thing, and in the process dispel the doubt of it being the chief's son. _Ha. That should make Snorri happy. _She wasn't really wanting to help Snorri, but in this case helping Snorri was also helping herself. So she would deal with it.

And that was why bright and early the next morning, Astrid was stalking up to the laboratory, a basket of food on her back, and a smile plastered onto her face. She gave what she thought was an eager knock, and waited for Fishlegs to open the door. She was ready to face Fishlegs' annoying exuberance, gearing herself up to listen to him being oh so surprised and pleased to see her.  
>A gruff voice met her instead, taking her aback. "What do you want, Astrid?" Snotlout's tone was both challenging and rougher than usual. He was obviously <em>not<em> surprised and pleased to see her. "I don't want to hear about everything that I've done wrong. So just pack off." He started to slam the door, but she quickly shoved her foot into the gap. Ambitious though she may be, Astrid still had a heart, and was a quick study.  
>"No, no. I didn't even know you were here. I am just here to talk to Fishlegs."<br>"Oh yeah?" He knew her personality. He knew that while she could have a heart, she almost never did anything unless it furthered her own ends. She was driven by competition and a temper, hardly ever truly opening up.  
>Astrid rolled her eyes and grumbled under her breath. He was just in one of those moods. No amount of tact was going to help her get through to him. "Just go get Fishlegs, alright? I don't care if you're here." With her foot still in the heavy door jam, she heard him going deeper into the compound. Standing with her toes being crushed by the solid door, and her back starting to ache from the packed basket, she realized he probably wasn't coming back. Her mind had shifted to the pleasing thought of punching him in the nose when she heard footsteps. <em>Finally!<em> She thought, beginning to feel cross from the pain and the thought of all the effort she was now going to have to put in to play nicey-nice with those boys. Not to mention Snorri.  
>"Astrid? What are you doing here?"<br>_Curse Loki and his sense of humor..._ She allowed a small moment of anger before turning around with her usual tough manner. "Waiting for the buffoons to open the door." She rolled her eyes. "What are you doing here?"  
>Snorri scuffed her left boot against the dirt. "Research. I need to learn more about this stranger."<br>"What a coincidence! I'm here to help Fishlegs with research too!"  
>Snorri looked at her strangely. "You're here. To help. Fishlegs. With research?" She stretched the sentence out into individual pieces, trying to puzzle out this unfathomable concept.<br>"Ye-es. Now please just let me in!" She nodded at the foot still being slowly flattened by the lab door, and her lack of free hands. Snorri obliged, but she seemed wary and still baffled by this change in behavior.

"He's still quite wary, but he has yet to outright show aggression to anyone but Snotlout, and that was when he was um..." Fishlegs trailed off. "..In a heightened emotional state." He nervously licked his lips. He looked over at Snorri again, hoping she was alright. She was gazing at the door to the greenhouse.  
>"Where did that son of a sheep go? I still owe him one for leaving me with a foot in the door." Astrid peered around, cracking her knuckles. Snorri snapped to attention at the name.<br>"He said he, um, had something he had to do. He left a few minutes ago just as I was coming in the back door." Astrid growled and Snorri turned away. Fishlegs bit his lip again. This was starting to get kind of rocky. "So, why don't we get started on some observations?"

"When is this thing ever going to come out? It's been hiding for hours!" The _pfikingr_ had been watching for him all day. This _drkkn_ was smarter than they were. He would wait them out. They had to go to sleep at some point. Then he would try to escape. Again. He was determined, but he was also deeply bored. While he knew that he could be attacked at any moment, he had started slipping into a sense of security in his little nest. They knew it was his. They only came in to toss _eat-food_ on the ground before leaving. Even that he was cautious with. He only ate the _fssssh_, and only when they were not watching him. At the moment, he was the one watching, though. They thought they were looking at him, but really he was hidden high in one of the trees, unseen but seeing all. The _angry-challenge-fight_ _pfikingr _was gone. But now a _loud-sharp-pest_ _pfikingr _had joined the _big-yak-fur pfikingr_ and the _sad-hidden-quiet pfikingr._ It was amusing. The _loud-sharp-pest _was trying to be the alpha, but the others were ignoring her.

"Astrid, maybe he'll come out if you just settle down and stop fussing." Snorri was huddled on the top of one of the tables so that she could still see in the window. Fishlegs sat on a stool, leaning back against a bookshelf. Astrid was pacing, glaring at the door.

"Dragons have acute senses. He can probably hear your agitation." Fishlegs was almost nonchalant as he sketched in one of his copious notebooks. "He'll come out once he thinks that we are not watching. So _don't_." He looked pointedly up from under his helmet at the blond Viking. Astrid huffed and walked over to sit beside Snorri, who stiffened at the proximity like a cat near water. She had only started to relax her posture when Snotlout slunk in. He gave a wary glance, saw Astrid glaring at him from beside Snorri, and disappeared into his room. Astrid glanced at Snorri, who was half-cowering into her side.

"Alright, spill it. What's happened between you two?"

"_Astrid_." Fishlegs chastised, actually looking up this time. "I know that you are quite intelligent, so show a little sense and use some compassion."

She rolled her eyes and grumpily breathed out, but otherwise settled down. She lowered her arm around Snorri's shoulders. "Alright, talk to me. I know we don't really get along well, but you can tell me. I won't even make a snarky comment afterwards." She bit her lip. "Probably." A strangled chuckle came out of the quivering mass beside her. "See! There's a laugh!" Snorri's tear-stained face came out of her arms, smiling slightly at Astrid. A jolt ran through her. _I'm not angry at her right now. Why? _ Astrid mulled it over, but still couldn't place why she was alright with this contact. _For later consideration._

"We- we had a.. disagreement. I don't even know w-why he's so angry-y at me..." She looked down at the table again, starting to hiccup slightly, and drawing her knees more tightly to her chest.

"Hey, shhh.. I'm sure it's not you. If it is because of you, then that dung-head deserves a worse nickname." Snorri snorted, half laughing and half-crying. Eventually she calmed down, the whole time leaning on Astrid's shoulder.

"Thanks, Astrid. I-I know I need to be stronger than this..."

"Don't. You're strong. You just care a lot." Astrid stood up, brushing off her own moment of weakness. She turned to Fishlegs, feeling self-conscious again. "It's late. Why don't we take turns keeping an eye on him through the night? I'll go first."

"It's a good idea. Come on Snorri, I have a spare room over here if you would like to spend the night..." They disappeared, his voice trailing off. Astrid sat in Snorri's place, watching intently through the window. She would stay motionless all night if that is what it took.

His green eyes were not as strong as his nest-mates, but he could still see well in the dark. It grew quieter the dimmer the light did, and he finally crept off his perch. He slunk down to where the water trickled in, snuffling up a few mouthfuls. He peered around cautiously. He must keep on alert. After a quick glance towards the clear-through that led to the pfikingr nest, he trotted over to the fish, eating a few of those. Astrid watched curiously. Clothed in dragon skin, the only way you knew it was human was because you could see his head. The moonlight was dim, and so it was more a silhouette or a shadow than a figure. She wished she could see better! Then she could compare him to the chief and his family. Slowly, inching down, she got off the table and tiptoed to the door. Peering in the glass, she could see him slightly clearer. His hair was so long and matted that it formed a halo of dark dreadlocks around his face. She tried to look at his skin tones, but the parts that were visible were mussed with dirt. And he didn't turn, so she couldn't see his eyes. "Errrr, for Thor's sake just give me something I can work with!"

Astrid froze. She hadn't realized that she'd spoken aloud. The dragon-boy's head snapped to the window. Their eyes locked onto each other's. Astrid saw a kind of feral cunning, as well as curiosity and wariness. Then the figure backed into the brush and was gone. She sunk against the door. "Well, I guess that gives me some answers. But now this thing is going to avoid me the rest of the night, but..." She trailed off. She was shocked and hysterical inside. Her emotions were probably just as unstable as Snorri's.

_That's why we connected._ It clicked inside her. With it, she realized that she could not tell Snorri what she saw tonight. She couldn't tell her about those green eyes that gained amber glints in the moonlight. She couldn't bring herself to tell Snorri that the dragon had the Chief's eyes.


End file.
